Venture, Spring 1958 by Montana State University (Missoula, Mont.). Students of the University of Montana, Missoula
University of Montana 
ScholarWorks at University of Montana 
Venture and Garret, 1953-1972 University of Montana Publications 
Spring 1958 
Venture, Spring 1958 
Montana State University (Missoula, Mont.). Students of the University of Montana, Missoula 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/venture 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Montana State University (Missoula, Mont.). Students of the University of Montana, Missoula, "Venture, 
Spring 1958" (1958). Venture and Garret, 1953-1972. 14. 
https://scholarworks.umt.edu/venture/14 
This Journal is brought to you for free and open access by the University of Montana Publications at ScholarWorks 
at University of Montana. It has been accepted for inclusion in Venture and Garret, 1953-1972 by an authorized 




Spring 1958 Volume 6, Number 3
Published by the 
Associated Students of 
Montana State University
Printed by the University Press
Cover by Allie Jensen
A Matter of Time
Lauretta Ledbetter is a senior from Kinsey. 
This is her second appearance in Venture.
Pierre stepped down from the wagon and 
surveyed the gray-white darkness. There 
was no moon, but the snow, fresh-fallen, 
glimmered vaguely, and against it moved 
darker shadows, shadows that explained 
themselves by bleats and slow, heavy move­
ments. It was good because all the shadows 
stayed unrestlessly in the coulee, climbing 
only a short way up the bank, then descend­
ing with effort, These old broken-mouths 
wouldn’t go far tonight—it was too close to 
their time. Pierre wouldn’t go far either— 
they would be needing him. He turned, and 
with as much weariness as the ewes in the 
coulee, climbed up the three wooden steps to 
the wagon. It was warm inside, and neat. 
Neat the way a man who has been a bachelor 
all his life would be neat. The bed, which 
was really a part of the wall, nailed obviously 
but satisfactorily, was smoothed with covers 
tucked in square-corner style. The shelves 
above the bed were neat, too. Life magazines 
in one pile, Post in another, Look on the end. 
They were closest naturally, because they 
were the ones with pictures. Printed stories 
were no good to Pierre. The shelves above 
held the tools of his trade—iodine, lambing 
tents, sheep hooks, and the like.
He sat down carefully, hunchbacked so 
that his head wouldn’t hit the shelves. It 
was an unconscious pose because he had long 
ago become used to the close quarters in the 
wagon. He looked to the far end of his home, 
smiling with pleasure because it was exactly 
the way he had arranged it. The kettles and 
the wash basin that hung on nails behind the 
wood-burning stove, the table that folded 
down from the wall, and the little mirror 
with the 1942 calendar stamped on it. They 
all belonged exactly where they were. He 
winced, thinking of the time Dan’s wife had 
visited here with Dan. Her with her sly
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By LAURETTA LEDBETTER
words about what a good housekeeper he was 
and how he would make some woman a good 
husband. Dan wasn’t like that. All he wanted 
was a good herder. Each time he came around 
during the first years Pierre would ask just 
how much longer it would be before he 
would have five thousand dollars, 'and Dan 
would get out a piece of paper and a pencil 
and they would figure, leaning over the table, 
just how many months at one hundred sixty- 
five dollars a month it would take before 
Pierre could go back to France. And Pierre, 
tall and young then, would tell Dan about 
the butcher shop he was going to have and 
how he would marry a certain girl, and how 
all the people he knew would say, “That 
Pierre! So young and so rich already!”
Dan would laugh and say that was fine but 
he sure as hell hated to lose a good herder.
After a while though, they didn’t talk about 
it anymore. Pierre was told when he had the 
five thousand dollars but he had decided to 
stay a little longer and make an even greater 
entrance into Narbonne. “It will be better 
yet if there is more money,” he had said to 
Dan. “N’est pas?”
“Yeah, nes pa.”
Now when Dan came they talked mostly 
about the sheep, and Dan’s wife always sent 
something along. Jelly, mitten liners she 
had made, magazines, or a deck of cards.
Pierre rose, straightened himself out, and 
reached up to the third shelf for a pair of 
heavy coveralls. He put them on, placed on 
his head the fur hat with the ear flaps and 
string that tied under his grizzled chin, and 
stepped out the door pulling on his gloves. 
The screen door slammed behind him as he 
went down the steps. A very useless thing 
in the winter, a screen door, he thought.
It was snowing again, big soft flakes. It 
was cold, too. Cold enough that the ewes 
should be in the lambing tents when it was 
time. He walked through them, digging his 
gloved hands into a shaggy back occasionally, 
sidestepping some who were lying down. A 
short way from where most of the two hun­
dred ewes were, stood Mignonette, the 
twelve-year-old. Scarred and scrawny, ex­
cept for her bulging middle, she stood, her 
head down, eyes closed, and slightly humped. 
She had been with Pierre for a long time and 
each February she had given two lambs and 
always enough milk for four. Always. The 
others came and went, sometimes losing a 
lamb or dying themselves, but Mignonette 
was not like them.
Pierre walked quickly to her, put one huge 
hand on her rump, stooped down beside her, 
and with the other hand felt her hard full 
bag. “Okay, okay,” he said softly to her. 
“You stay there—I’ll be right back.”
He half-trotted back to the wagon for a tent 
and the quart bottle of iodine, and when he 
returned, puffing a little because the tent 
was heavier than he remembered it to be, 
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Mignonette was waiting where he had left 
her. He hurriedly set up the steel 4x4 frame, 
pounding the posts into the frozen ground. 
^Turning around for the canvas covering, 
Pierre heard the ewe stamp a front foot im­
patiently. That one, he thought, she knows. 
And then it occured to him that this time 
might not be like all the other times. He 
stopped and looked at her closely before 
stooping down again to tie the canvas to the 
frame. He noticed how her lower lip was 
partly gouged away from the time Dan’s dog 
had run loose among the band. Damn the 
dogs, he thought. They cannot feel, they only 
act. And Pierre noticed the patch on Mig­
nonette’s side where the wool was short and 
thin because she had been hung up on a fence 
last fall and had torn it away.
When the tent was ready Mignonette came 
without him leading her and stepped into the 
three-sided shelter, moving painfully. Pierre 
squatted down anxiously in front looking for 
signs of something wrong.
“You know,” he said to her, “You were the 
wild one a long time ago. I pulled you out of 
ditches when you fell in and could not get up, 
untangled you from fences. Remember?” And 
as the old ewe planted her feet and stretched 
her neck up and out till it seemed she would 
burst, he whispered, “It will be all right, Mig­
nonette. Don’t you worry, it will be all right.”
Pierre knew it would be all right and he 
didn’t need to stay, but still he stayed and 
talked to her. Talked about things past. 
About his country and his mothers and sis­
ters.
“It is too late to go back,” he said. “They 
would say ‘who is that old man?’ and no one 
would remember. I would just be one of the 
old men who sits in front of the shop and suns 
a stiff knee. Those old men, Mignonette, no 
one wanted them and they went to the church 
to live because they were poor.” He tapped 
his forehead and squinted his eyes trying to 
remember just how they looked, but no 
picture came except of the writing on the 
church wall which had always seemed magi­
cal to him,
“Sub tuum praesidium confugimus, 
Sancta Dei Genitrix”
and the priest had said that meant that the 
church was The Home.
“No, I could never be like those old men.” 
He pounded the tent for emphasis. “Of course 
I would be different because I have the 
money. I would still be old, though. Am I 
old, Mignonette? I do not carry a cane or 
chew pills.” And turning away from the 
tent, “Maybe I am not old. My hands are 
still very strong.”
He turned back and saw Mignonette’s 
whole body shudder with the birth, and 
Pierre, contrite, stooped down beside her 
again.
The first lamb was big and Pierre had to 
help with it. His hands skillfully turned the 
head and shoulders into position and pulled.
“You see,” he said, “my hands are still 
strong. I could be like LeClerc the banker. 
They would say, ‘Pierre is wise—he has been 
to America and knows the world. He is very 
rich and very wise,’ Maybe, old woman, I 
will go back.”
The second lamb was small, and when the 
two could stand, he placed one' on each side 
of the mother and set them eating. Mig­
nonette looked fretfully from side to side, 
nudging the lambs, pushing them where she 
thought they ought to be.
Pierre stepped back and looked up at the 
sky. It was black up there, and cold. The 
snow was in no hurry. It curled down lazily 
like bits of milkweed fuzz blown from an out­
stretched hand. He folded his arms across 
his chest and looked at Mignonette. “We did 
it again,” he said, for her accomplishment 
was his, too.
He stood there admiring them for a long 
time, and when he finally looked up toward 
the wagon he saw two ewes facing a third 
as though trying to get behind her to some 
sort of goal. And the lone sheep paced back 
and forth, holding them off. She stamped 
and snorted, clumsily charging the other two. 
Pierre knew immediately what was wrong, 
and he ran over to them, feeling his face 
grow warm for the shame of his negligence.
One of the three-years olds had had her 
first lamb and didn’t know what to do with 
it. The curious ewes backed off when he 
came near, but the confused and belligerent 
mother continued her guard, and behind her 
lay the lamb. Pierre reached out a hand to 
push the ewe aside but she lunged at him, 
hitting just above the knee. Unprepared, he 
was almost knocked over. For a moment he 
just stood there, rocking a little. It had been 
a long time since one had been crazy enough 
to do this. He shoved her roughly away and 
Reached down for the lamb, who hadn’t 
moved. The young ewe, too tired to fight 
any more, followed him only a short way as 
he took the lamb to the wagon.
It must have been out there a long time, 
he thought. Already its wet, wrinkled coat 
had begun to stiffen from the cold. But it 
was not dead yet; Pierre could feel the little 
heartbeat under his hand.
When he opened the door of the wagon the 
warm air hit his face with as much force as 
the ewe had struck, and his nose began to 
tingle. Holding the lamb in one arm, its 
head dangling over his elbow, he got a piece 
of canvas from the shelves and spread it in 
front of the stove. He set the lamb on it and 
started rubbing it off with a rag, working 
quickly and gently, with as much skill for his 
job as a doctor performing an appendectomy. 
He turned the lamb over, rubbed the other 
side, poured iodine on the navel and watched 
for a response. The lamb moved its head 
once but the only sound it made was gagged 
and unsure breathing.
Pierre’s knee began to ache where the ewe 
had hit him. He shifted, and lifting up the 
lamb’s head, opened and breathed into its 
slack, unresisting mouth. The lamb jerked 
weakly and Pierre laid its head down. Some 
milk, a few hours in front of the stove to get 
warm all the way through, and everything 
would be just fine.
He stood up and the ache spread through 
his leg as though he had fallen against a hot 
stove. He swore under his breath, damning 
himself for being so careless. He put some 
canned milk and syrup in a kettle and set it 
over the fire. It would be no use to try 
milking out that ewe. In the morning he 
would take the lamb out to her, and maybe 
by then she would take it, but not tonight.
“Little lamb, your mother doesn’t know 
you. But that doesn’t bother you, does it? 
You don’t know her either.” He glanced 
around at the two-hour-old lamb. “So to­
night you can stay with me and I will mother 
you.” The tall old man stood by the stove 
talking to the lamb and stirring milk with 
his finger.
“You should have a name, you know. Marie, 
I think. Like my sister Marie. When I came 
here she was just the size you are. Marie 
has blue eyes just like yours will be when 
you open them. Ah, she was so lively, too. 
You will be like that,” he promised. “Marie 
walks around hanging on to my mother’s 
skirts and her hair is dark. It will be good 
to see that baby again.” And pretending the 
lamb had looked up in surprise, “Didn’t you 
know? Oh yes, you just got here. I have de­
cided to go back.”
The milk was warm so Pierre poured it 
into an empty coke bottle, and put a long 
black nipple on the bottle, humming to him­
self. Holding the bottle for the sleeping 
lamb to smell, he said, “Now you learn to 
eat.”
He picked up the head with one hand under 
the lamb’s chin and forced the mouth open 
with his thumb and forefinger. With the 
other hand he squeezed a few drops from the 
bottle down the lamb’s throat, waited a mo­
ment, then squeezed some more. But the 
milk ran from the corner of the lamb’s mouth 
behind Pierre’s finger. He tried for a long 
time to show the lamb how to swallow, but 
the milk always came back out and onto the 
canvas. Once there was some blood with it. 
In a little while the lamb was dead and 
Pierre set the bottle down and got up slowly. 
It was his fault, he should have been watch­
ing the sheep more closely.
He wiped his hands on his coverall and 
put his gloves on. Then he picked up the 
lamb and, cradling it in the crook of one 
arm, managed awkwardly to fold the canvas 
and put it back on the shelf. Then he went 
to bury the lamb. He had seen other herders 
throw them over fences, but Pierre always 
buried his. It was too bad. There had been 
other Maries in other years. And most of 
them had died like this one. Marie, the little 
girl, was in France and very far away, and 
Marie the lamb was very far away. Pierre 
didn’t realize he was crying till he stepped 
out the door and felt the cold on his face.
You are always welcome at the
Western Montana 
National Bank 
“Friendly Personal Service Since 1889”
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Rebellion and Human Solidarity
m Albert Camus
Willard Colston is a senior in Philosophy. 
This is his first contribution to Venture. 
He will continue with his studies in Philo­
sophy at the University of Chicago under 
a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship.
By WILLARD COLSTON
With the exception of Jean-Paul Sartre, Al­
bert Camus has been the cause of more dis­
cussion and speculation than has any other 
post-war writer. He is spoken of as essayist, 
novelist, dramatist, journalist and philoso­
pher. His works have been of interest for 
some time, but it was not until he was 
awarded the Nobel Prize in literature in 1957 
that he received wide acclaim.
The thought of Albert Camus is wide and 
varied. This paper will attempt to examine 
for philosophical coherence and validity one 
aspect of this thought. I am primarily con­
cerned with Camus’ theory of value arising 
out of rebellion. His ideas in the essay The 
Rebel will concern me most, although I find 
it necessary to examine an earlier work in 
order to present my perspective.
One of Camus’ earliest themes, found in 
The Stranger but more articulately stated in 
The Myth of Sisyphus, is what he calls the 
“Absurd”. Camus visualizes it as the result 
of an awakening that discloses the separation 
of man from the world and from other men. 
It can best be described as a momentary but 
acute awareness of the utter futility of life. 
The world appears foreign and inhuman. The 
structures and values that were once mean­
ingful fall away, disclosing life in its stark 
nakedness. Camus gives the analogy of a 
man speaking on a telephone in a closed 
booth. One can see his gestures and watch 
his lips move, but these things tell us nothing. 
His movements and actions are deprived of 
all their meaning. They are ridiculous and 
absurd.
The world of the Absurd as described by 
Camus is a bleak one. We only know that 
the world and man exist. Our minds seek 
clarity and unity but find only indifference 
and paradox. We come into contact with the 
Absurd only through feeling, but Camus dif­
ferentiates between the feeling of the absurd 
and the notion of the absurd. The first is 
man’s emotional response to the meaningless 
universe, but the notion of the absurd is a 
logical attempt to analyze and clarify the 
situation, and is called “the absurd reason­
ing”. Any attempt to understand the feeling 
of the absurd leads to the absurd reasoning.
The first question brought to light by the 
absurd reasoning is whether or not one can 
honestly live the absurd life. To live the 
absurd life is to live with only what we know 
and not with what we wished we knew. If 
we are to be honest we must follow the ab­
surd reasoning to the end, no matter what 
the consequence. This means that we cannot 
accept any answer to our problem outside of 
what the Absurd itself discloses to us. To 
live by hope is to live by what we think we 
know and not by what we are certain of and 
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is a form of escapism. Camus also levels the 
charge of escapism against the religious ex­
istentialists Kierkegaard and Jaspers. To 
interpret the paradoxes of this world as 
being indications of the existence of some 
Deity is to assume more than that of which 
we are certain. In doing this, they are not 
remaining faithful to the absurdist reason­
ing.
Ruling out hope and the “leap” leaves us 
with two choices: to commit suicide or to 
live the absurd. Camus states that suicide 
is only another way of evading the question. 
To hold any position, even that the universe 
is meaningless, we must live. Thus, Camus 
comes to the conclusion that to live the ab­
surd is the only honest and coherent position.
To live the absurd is to deny hope, and to 
deny hope is to deny the future. With no 
hope for the future, the only honest desire 
for the absurd man is desire for the present. 
As there is no scale of values by which to 
judge his conduct, it follows that he lives the 
present quantitatively and not qualitatively. 
This results in a life of passion, murder and 
nihilism.
Several criticisms could be directed against 
Camus’ analysis of the absurd universe, but 
the purpose of this paper is more to criticize 
Camus’ world of rebellion than his world 
of the absurd. The absurdist position has 
been outlined only because it is his point of 
departure for rebellion. Camus himself de­
clares:
“. . . that the absurd, accepted 
until now as a conclusion, is consid­
ered in this essay as a point of de­
parture. . . . One simply finds here 
a description ,in pure state, of a sick­
ness of spirit. No metaphysic, no 
belief is, for the moment, involved. 
These are the limits and the only def­
inite position taken in this book.”1 
However, I do not wish to give the impres­
sion that the world of the absurd as described 
in The Myth of Sisyphus is only an introduc­
tion to the philosophy of rebellion as outlined 
in The Rebel. In The Rebel, Camus further 
analyzes the absurdist position and finds the 
basis for his values, but only at the expense
Albert Camus, The Myth of Sisyphus and Other 
Essays, Alfred A. Knopf, New York, 1955, p. 60.
’Camus is making a mistake in his reasoning. Life 
is necessary if we are to act, but this does not 
make it good.
of some of his conclusions in The Myth of 
Sisyphus.
Just as the main problem in the earlier 
work was suicide, the main problem in The 
Rebel is murder. Camus came to the con­
clusion that suicide was a contradiction be­
cause it was a form of escapism from the 
absurdist reasoning. Now he will attempt 
to show that if suicide is contradictory, mur­
der is also. If he can show that murder is 
contradictory, he will have found a value 
that is more than personal and will have 
gone beyond the absurdist position, for it 
admitted no value other than that of one’s 
own life.
Absurdism, Camus believes, shows that 
life is the only necessary good since it is 
life that enables one to encounter the ab­
surd.2 Without life the absurdist’s wager 
would have no basis. If life is good, then 
nihilism that admits to suicide is not ac­
ceptable. Nihilism also admits to murder, 
as there are no values by which to judge 
conduct. But the acceptance of nihilism was 
just as much a product of the absurdist rea­
soning as was the acceptance of the value 
of life. The absurdist reasoning tells us 
both that we can kill and that we can’t. It 
is for this reason that Camus finds the whole 
absurdist position contradictory.
Camus considers the absurdist conclusion 
to be nothing more than a criticism of life. 
It is the equivalent in existence of what sys­
tematic doubt is in thought. It leaves us 
with one thing, our protest, but it is this 
protest that is to lead us to our values.
What does it mean to rebel? A slave who 
has taken orders without protest all his life 
suddenly decides that he cannot obey some 
new command. He says there is a limit be­
yond which he will not be pushed. He re­
jects the condition of slavery and demands 
the right of being treated as an equal of the 
master. He is not only offering resistance 
but is also positing that what he respects 
is to be placed above everything else, even 
life itself. In offering to die for what he be­
lieves, he is affirming not a personal value 
but a universal one.
“Therefore he is acting in the name 
of certain values which are still in­
determinate but which he feels are 
common to himself and all men. We 
see that the affirmation implicit in 



















Milt Sherman has contributed three pre­
vious stories to Venture. He is a Senior By MILT SHERMAN
from Manhattan, majoring in Creative
Writing.
When the hunter reported the accident he 
was still hysterical and the Sheriff didn’t 
believe him. But the Sheriff had driven up 
the canyon as far as he could drive and then 
walked with the hunter to the spring and the 
big rotted fir log just above it. Roy McAlis­
ter lay close to the log with the fingers of his 
right hand dug deep into the earth by the 
log where the ground was still unfrozen. 
Otherwise he was just as the hunter had 
described him; the small set of antlers was 
still tied to his head and the deer hide was 
drapped over his body, fastened by a bent 
nail in front. There was a blotch of blood on 
the hide over his back and a small pool by 
his belt on the downhill side. The corners 
of his mouth had drawn together where the 
grin had been but there was still a coarse, 
peaceful look on his clean-shaven face.
The two men stood for some minutes look­
ing down at him without speaking. The 
Sheriff was thinking about the conversation 
he’d had with him only a week ago in town, 
when Roy had told him about his family. The 
Sheriff wished now he could remember where 
Roy had said his family lived, but it had 
slipped his mind.
“You don’t have to worry, Frisbie,” the 
Sheriff said to the hunter. “It’s suicide all 
right. Let’s get started back with him. He’s 
a big man.”
Only four days before Roy had stopped at 
Homer’s grocery store on the edge of town for 
some pipe tobacco. He never explained why 
he didn’t buy a winter’s supply of groceries 
like he’d been doing for the past five years, 
even though they’d already had the first 
snow and winter would be setting in for 
good soon. Roy had only said he’d come 
back next week, knowing when he said it he 
wouldn’t but not wanting to admit it to any­
one, not even to himself yet.
Roy waved at Homer when he pulled out 
onto the highway in his old Model A truck. 
Homer was standing out in front of his store 
and he waved back, still puzzled.
The old truck left the town and Lake Pon­
deray that borders it on the south and rolled 
smoothly off the oil onto a narrow dirt road 
that wound its way through a few acres of 
cultivated fields before it entered the can­
yon; the giant firs and pines loomed up im­
mediately and seemed to swallow the truck 
as. it bounced over the rutted road. Roy 
used to feel protected and pleasantly sur­
rounded by the trees when he entered this 
canyon. But gradually his feeling about the 
canyon had changed until he felt almost 
choked by the trees; he no longer listened 
to the wind gently howling through the 
branches. And when he did hear it, it re­
minded him of an east wind, dry and cold 
coming off the flats in the low open country. 
The trees weren’t friends anymore. To him 
they were lumber, sawed boards with prices 
chalked on them.
The road got gradually steeper and Roy 
remembered when it was only a game trail 
that the animals used when the snow got too 
deep in the mountains. The deer and elk 
would come down by his cabin to paw around 
in the fields or to raid the haystacks in the 
valley. One morning a young bull,, rubbing 
on the corner of his cabin, had awakened him 
and he’d shot him from the doorway. He’d 
cut that one up and given most of it away to 
Homer. It was good when the trees were 
heavy with snow and the needles were pressed 
down under them where game had bedded 
down for the night. But now the road was
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used by lumber trucks to haul out logs for 
Potlatch Lumber Company.
The truck moved on slowly, groaning, 
creaking until it came to his little tarpaper 
cabin in the clearing. The road swerved out 
and around the shack and Roy stopped the 
truck and got out, carrying the can of Prince 
Albert, two bottles of whiskey and a box of 
30-30 shells with him. He knew he wouldn’t 
need the shells but he wouldn’t admit it with­
out at least one more try.
He unhooked the heavy strap from the 
spike and entered. A raw November wind 
cut in through the logs where chunks of plas­
ter had fallen out and where the tarpaper had 
ripped away on the outside. There was a 
table and stool, pot belly stove, cot and a tin 
wash pan by the door on an upturned apple 
box under a broken, cloudy mirror, a neatly 
built wood box by the stove, a clean tin plate 
on the table and two five gallon cans in the 
corner on the opposite side of the door from 
the washstand, one for water and the other 
for flour. Nothing else was in the shack ex­
cept a double bitted axe, hatchet, and a hacked 
up wood block in the far corner. The hatchet 
was stuck into the block but the shiny blades 
of the axe rested firmly on two spikes driven 
into the log back of the block. The four 
tattered books piled next to the wall behind 
the cot were not noticeable.
He took his rifle out from under the blan­
ket, rubbed it off carefully, and hung it on 
the wall over the table. As the fire began to 
crack and pop in the stove, he took the rifle 
down again and cleaned the barrel with a 
ramrod and cloth. Anymore, the gun clean­
ing was the most important part of hunting. 
Even the bobcats, black bear and the coyotes 
and wolves had moved away. But in the 
morning he would hike up to the spring any- 







way and see if there were any signs of game. 
There hadn’t been a sign all fall; they had 
begun to move north three springs ago when 
the trees started to crash down and the lum­
ber trucks came in. But he would give it 
one more try. If he got a deer he would stay 
in the mountains, he said to himself, hanging 
his rifle back on the wall. Then he would 
chink up the cracks, bank her up and maybe 
even re-tarpaper his cabin. No, he still 
wouldn’t go home if he got a deer.
Roy rose long before sun up and shuffled 
briskly out into the early morning darkness. 
He didn’t bother with a fire or coffee or food; 
he wanted to reach the spring when the sun 
came over the mountain. It was three miles 
sluggishly over the smooth cushioned earth 
over the ridges to the spring and he tramped 
under the trees, but stepped noiselessly over 
dead fall and carefully rounded the towering 
rock landmark, so as not to start a slide, 
stopping now and then to listen. Just be­
low the crest of the last ridge, he waited, 
listening, by the big fir. He wanted a smoke 
but he didn’t light his pipe. There was not 
a sound anywhere, not the slightest crackle 
of a twig, or even the familiar scraping of 
horns or bark. Far off he heard the hasty, 
provoked clamor of a magpie. Something 
had disturbed it but he didn’t see it fly.
He was already down to the spring when 
the sun came up. The mud was cracked and 
not a track visible anywhere. Resting his 
rifle against a little pine, he stretched his 
heavy frame on the bank and drank thirstily. 
The chilling water poured into his stomach 
in gulps, making his solid teeth ache like 
biting iron. This alone was worth the walk. 
As he was crawling up on all fours like an 
animal, two rifle slugs in rapid succession 
splattered in beside him with weak impact, 
one in the mud and the other over his head 
in the water. Roy hugged the ground. His 
breath came in little quiet gasps. Then he 
caught his breath and every muscle in his 
body tensed. Two more slugs whistled by 
and plugged into the water over his head, 
and then a third. He dug his fingers into the 
cracked mud and breathed little specks of 
dirt into his nostrils. Then realizing his 
heels were sticking up he tipped them down 
fast. The thought of getting shot in the bot­
tom of the foot made an automatic chill ripple 
through his body. A distant snapping of 
branches far off across the clearing on the 
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next ridge told him what it was that had 
disturbed the magpie. There were no more 
shots. The veins stood out on his neck now 
and he muttered a string of audible curses.
“The fool must be in the next county,” he 
said aloud, rolling over behind the bank of 
the spring and crawling up to the tree to get 
his rifle. He jacked a shell into the chamber 
and sprawled out behind the tree, waiting. 
Shifting around easily, he pawed all the pine 
cones and sticks out from under him. He 
might as well get comfortable; it would take 
the trigger happy fool awhile to reach the 
spring.
The sun was up good now over the moun­
tain and he lay alert thinking about his cabin. 
A late flock of birds winged over high up 
heading south. He’d only half fixed her up 
for winter last year. The first heavy snow 
would stop the logging and it would take all 
his money for meat. The cabin really wasn’t 
worth moving and the old truck wouldn’t 
pull it anyway. If he were younger he would 
move to a new country and build another 
cabin. Five years was longer than he’d ever 
stayed away from home before. Then, watch­
ing the birds disappear in the distance, he 
thought about Edna. She always confused 
him; it wasn’t what she was that bothered 
him so much as what he wanted her to be. 
She should be more like him and not worry 
about things so much. It shouldn’t matter 
to her if he drank or stayed in town now and 
then. Besides, if she’d let him have whiskey 
in the house he wouldn’t have to stay in town. 
It was only reasonable. He never made any 
demands on her like that and she was sure 
as hell a long way from perfect herself. 
Probably she was too young when he’d mar­
ried her. Yes, that was it. Things were too 
important to her, little things like “morals.” 
She’d be forty now. Maybe she’d changed.
A loud crash in the underbrush across the 
clearing interrupted him.
The hunter came out, leaped over a log, 
fell into a tree, bounced off, and stood sprad­
dled at -the edge of the clearing, looking all 
around. Roy recognized him as the new 
clerk in the Lumber Company office. He 
was from back east. He wore a furry red 
cap, red jacket and red topped wool socks 
that rolled neatly down over the tops of his 
high lace boots. He looked to Roy like a 
fancy model out of a store window.
Roy hugged the stock of his rifle tightly 
with his cheek and squinted down over the 
open sight. Not able to remember whether 
the hunter had fired four times at him or 
five, he decided to give him the benefit of 
the doubt and opened up. The first shot 
ripped a furrow between the hunter’s legs, 
scattering pine cones and needles. Then Roy 
placed two more shots, one on each side of 
him; one ricocheted off a rock and whined 
through the clearing. For the last shot, Roy 
took a deep breath and cut a branch off the 
tree just behind the hunter. A smile creased 
his lips and he held the hunter in his sights 
with pleasure. He hadn’t shot at anything 
for a long time. A strange feeling ran through 
him and he gripped the rifle like iron. Sure, 
why not, he thought? He’d never feel it. But 
on the other hand he’d be a lot of trouble to 
bury, and he probably had a family and 
they’d feel badly about him coming up miss­
ing.
The hunter was too confused to even get 
behind a tree. He had dropped his gun when 
the first shot plowed in between his legs and 
now he was jumping up and down screaming.
“Don’t shoot! I’m a hunter! Don’t shoot! 
Don’t shoot me!”
The feller must be afraid I’m gonna shoot 
him, Roy thought, relaxing and smiling again. 
Probably he ought to be shot. He’d be happy 
then.
“Pick up yer bear gun and get on out a 
here,” Roy shouted, still holding him in his 
sights.
The hunter reached cautiously for his gun, 
turned and plunged back over the log with­
out a word.
Roy began to laugh. He’d tell ’em at the 
office tomorrow somebody stole his meat and 
tried to kill him. He laughed louder, light­
ing his pipe.
(Continued on page 33)
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The scene is set in the parlor of a house in 
March of 1917. A man is unconscious and 
dying in the bedroom, the door of which is 
center stage. The outside door is at the 
right, and at the left is a door leading into the 
kitchen. There is a large stuffed chair by 
the window on the right, a sofa toward the 
center, and a table with chairs on the left. 
Around the room are doilies and knicknacks. 
It would be a comfortable room but for the 
feeling of impending death.
A young man of 18, dressed in levis, sits in 
the big chair. He has a look of grief on him 
as he unconsciously and almost caressingly 
plays with a lariat rope with his hands. A 
small man in a rumpled suit comes from the 
bedroom carrying a medical bag. He is 45 
years old and has a haggard, weary look. The 
boy stands as he enters.
KIRBY: How is he, Doc?
DOC: He’s still unconscious, Kirby. (He sets 
his bag on the table and pauses.) I’m 
going to take Edna in some coffee. You 
might use some yourself.
KIRBY: No.
(The remark seems irreverent, and KIRBY 
watches DOC go into the kitchen. KIRBY 
then turns and stares at the bedroom 
door and doesn’t seem to notice DOC 
who re-enters with a cup of coffee in his 
hand. DOC shakes his head slightly and 
goes into the bedroom. KIRBY goes up 
to the door and stands there tensely. 
Then he walks to the sofa and lays the 
lariat down beside him. DOC comes 
back out from the bedroom.)
DOC: She wouldn’t touch it. (He stops by 
the table.)
KIRBY: Is Dad any better, Doc?
DOC: (Gently) No.
KIRBY: It’s been five hours since it hap­
pened.
DOC: I know. They’ve seemed like days. 
(Pause) Would you like to sit with him?
KIRBY: No. I feel I can’t.
DOC: Is your brother asleep?
KIRBY: (Nodding) I checked an hour ago.
DOC: (Sitting on the sofa) (Resting his 
hand on the back of the chair) John told 
me yesterday that you enlisted to fight.
KIRBY: I talked Danny into it and we 
went down. Dad was proud.
DOC: You’ll be leaving in a few days then.
KIRBY: (Getting up from the sofa) Do you 
think I could go with this . . . (He raises 
his hand toward the bedroom.) You’re 
his friend. Can’t you do anything?
DOC: (Hesitating) Sit down, Kirby. (DOC 
walks to the sofa and sits down beside 
Kirby.) You should know the truth. 
Kirby, John’s dying. He might last a 
few hours or a few days. Only a miracle 
will help now.
KIRBY: Isn’t there anything you can do?
DOC: With all my medical books, all I can 
do is to stop the external bleeding. There’s 
nothing we can do with internal hem- 
morages as bad as this.
KIRBY: You can’t give up hope.
DOC: I can’t hope anymore, Kirby. I know 
the signs.
KIRBY: I don’t believe it.
DOC: You’ll find it’s the hardest thing to 
believe. But it’s there.
KIRBY: I won’t believe it.
DOC: Kirby, when you go to France, you’ll 
see men dying. Your own buddies as 
well as Germans.
KIRBY: I’m not going now.
DOC: Whatever you do, what happens now 
will count for a long time.
KIRBY: Why, Doc? Why? To be kicked 
by a horse. He’s been around animals 
all his life.
DOC: I don’t know. If I did, then I’d be 
God or whatever it is. (KIRBY leans 
forward, his head down and holding the 
lariat between his legs.) Kirby, you’ve 
known me ever since I first came to this 
country. In all those twelve years, I’ve 
never gotten used to anyone dying. I’ve 
only reconciled myself to it. Every­
time it comes, it’s just like it was the first 
time. John’s going is hard. Being a doc­
tor doesn’t make this any easier for me.
KIRBY: Why isn’t it old man Moreland or 
Carl Jeppers? Or the goddamed Kaiser?
DOC: You don’t mean that.
KIRBY: (Savagely) Why not? They’re no 
good. Why don’t the mean ones die?
DOC: (He waits until Kirby settles down.) 
Would you ask your Dad that?
KIRBY: I know. I know. But Dad? We 
were joking just before it happened . < . 
when we rode in from Connor’s.
DOC: I don’t know why, Kirby, only the 
how. (He stands and walks to the win­
dow at the right.) Why’s a question 
that makes me feel small. Even smaller 
than I usually feel. (Turns from window) 
John and you were the first people I 
met when I came West. You drove forty 
miles in the buckboard to make certain 
I’d get to Galen and you had a house 
ready for me.
KIRBY: Dad and me had just come out 
ourselves.
DOC: After I was settled, I’d stop by when 
I had a call nearby, and John and I 
would set out on the fence that used to 
be out front. (He points out the win­
dow). Sometimes we wouldn’t even 
talk and just sat and looked out over the 
grass. If you’re losing a father, I’m losing 
a friend.
KIRBY: It don’t make sense. No sense at 
all. When George Barber went a couple 
of months ago, he was old.
DOC: It’s different every time.
KIRBY: Sure there’s different ways of 
going. But it don’t make a reason. Dad’s 
a good man. Everyone in the county 
knows and likes him.
DOC: He was a big man in this part of the 
state, Kirby, but he’s human. All we 
can do is wait.
KIRBY: There has to be a reason. Some­
thing’s to blame.
DOC: You don’t have to blame anything.
KIRBY: (Remembering) I should have told 
him about Orange catching the wire this 
morning.
DOC: Don’t blame yourself. (He walks to 
the back of the sofa.)
KIRBY: Maybe it wouldn’t have happened?
DOC: You’re not to blame.
KIRBY: (Jumping up) God! I want to 
jump or scream or holler and I don’t 
know what at. (He raises his fist de­
fiantly but there is nothing to shake it at 
and he lets it drop and falls into a chair 
next to the table.)
Only me.
DOC: Stop feeling sorry for yourself.
KIRBY: I’m not. It’s the only reason.
DOC: Anyone can look back and find some­
thing to blame themself for.
KIRBY: Not Dad.
DOC: (Leaning forward and resting his 
hands on the back of the sofa) Your Dad 
told me a story one time after I came to 
know him. Would you like to hear it? 
(Kirby doesn’t reply.) I remember he 
was sitting on the fence with his hands 
clasped together between his knees and 
looking as though he were to blame for 
all the death in the world.
KIRBY: How can a story help him?
DOC: It was about Mary—your mother. 
KIRBY: What about my mother?
DOC: Can you remember how he was in 
those days?
KIRBY: He never said much and kinda kept 
to the farm after she died. He was mad 
with himself sometimes. When I was 
small, I remember him crying once after 
talking about her.
DOC: He was a hard, quiet man. It didn’t 
show much. He kept it inside.
KIRBY: It was before we came here.
DOC: He brought it with him. That even­
ing he was pretty bitter with himself.
KIRBY: Bitter?
DOC: He felt that your mother’s death was 
on his hands.
KIRBY: It was in childbirth. If it was 
anyone, it was me.
DOC: John didn’t tell you that.
KIRBY: He loved her too much to be re­
sponsible. He said it was from her that 
he learned about other people, that every­
one had feelings. He was too honest with 
everybody. He couldn’t have been.
DOC: He thought he was. Before he mar­
ried your mother, he told me he was used 
to living alone and hadn’t much time for 
feelings. He married your mother to 
have a woman around the house. When 
she got to the farm, she was filled with 
all kinds of romantic notions about hav­
ing a home and a husband.
KIRBY: (Almost angrily) What difference 
does that make?
DOC: You were his friend.
DOC: I am his friend. That’s why I’m talk­
ing. (Pause) What do you remember 
hearing about your mother?
KIRBY: A few times he told me about her. 
It seemed like a fairy tale the way he 
told it.
DOC: John was a love-sick calf with a 
broken heart.
KIRBY: (Standing up threateningly) I 
don’t know who planted the burr under 
your saddle, but you can keep quiet.
DOC: Kirby, John’s the one who told this 
to me. (THEY stare at each other until 
KIRBY .looks to the bedroom door as if 
for help, but none coming he sits de­
jectedly in his chair.) I want to finish 
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what I started to tell you. He thought 
that those notions of hers would pass 
after she was use to the farm. She fooled 
him and worked so hard to please him 
that she wore herself out. “I’m a damn 
Swede who keeps still when he should 
be talking,” he told me. He didn’t pay 
her any attention because he didn’t know. 
She just did her share of the work.
KIRBY: You’re lying. That’s not him.
1 DOC: It’s not a saint in there. Your mother 
wasn’t just worn out. Her spirit was 
broken.
KIRBY: (He stands, pushing the chair be­
hind him.) You’re killing him as sure as 
you were pushing a knife in him.
I DOC: I’m trying to stand him up so you 
can see yourself. He’s only human.
KIRBY: Sure. But he’s a bigger and better 
man than you’ll find anywhere.
DOC: He made a mistake and let himself go 
to seed almost. He finally came out here 
to get away. Even turned to ranching 
to get away from the farm. Those first 
few dry years gave him time to work it 
off. It was you and Edna that helped him 
to live. John’s sun rose and set on you. 
If it was anyone else, you’d be so spoiled 
no one could live with you.
(KIRBY walks to the bedroom door and 
stands as if listening for a sound. From 
time to time he glances at the big chair.) 
If he could, he’d say it now instead of 
me. He’s not Christ on the cross. You 
can’t blame him and you can’t blame 
yourself. You gave him a kind of life. 
(DOC pauses and walks to the window.) 
There isn’t a more honest, hardworking, 
understanding man in the country. Even 
my own family don’t mean as much to 
me as he does. Kirby, all I’m trying to 
say is that people could do things, but 
that doesn’t make them responsible 
enough to bury themselves.
(DOC turns from the window and hesi­
tates before he walks over and takes 
Kirby by the forearm.)
Kirby. Why don’t you get some rest?
(DOC starts to lead him to the sofa, but 
KIRBY stands where he is. THEY stand 
silent for a moment before DOC lets go 
and walks to the bedroom door.) 
(Slightly ironically) Well, you can try 
praying.
(DOC pauses for a minute and then to 
soften it) It helps when nothing else 
seems to.
(DOC goes into the bedroom.)
KIRBY: (He stands near the door for 
awhile and then slowly moves to the 
window and stares out in the yard.
Then he turns and looks at the big chair.) 
Why, Dad? Why?
(KIRBY leans on the wall and covers his 
face with his other hand. Then he moves 
to the sofa and sits on the edge of it. 
The lariat is at his feet where it had 
slipped from his hand, and he pushes it 
away from him with his foot and falls 
back into the sofa.)
Christ, why?
(The bedroom door opens, and EDNA enters. 
She is a short, healthy woman in her 
early thirties wearing glasses and dressed 
in a plain frock. She is naturally a warm 
person, but is strained under the situ­
ation. She sees the lariat in the middle 
of the floor and stoops to pick it up, puts 
it on the table and sits down.)
EDNA: John’s resting quiet. It’s like he 
was sleeping peaceful. (Pause) Kirby, 
he’s going fast.
KIRBY: I know. Doc told me.
EDNA: (Anxiously) You look tired. Why 
don’t you get some sleep?
KIRBY: No. I’m wide awake.
EDNA: Maybe some coffee or something to 
eat?
KIRBY: (Flatly) No. I’m fine.
EDNA: (She rests her head in her hands.) 
It’s hard.
KIRBY: (Abstractedly) What?
EDNA: Waiting. And not being able to do 
anything. (Pause) It doesn’t seem real.
KIRBY: Nothing does.
EDNA: No. Nothing does.
KIRBY: Does Doc have to seem so sure 
about it?
EDNA: He knows. (Pause) Has Johnnie 
been down?
KIRBY: He’s asleep.
EDNA: I’m glad he didn’t take a nap this 
afternoon.
KIRBY: He could sleep through anything.
EDNA: It’ll be hard for him. He’s too 
young to understand. He’ll miss his 
father.
KIRBY: It’s easier then.
EDNA: Losing someone’s never easy. Kirby, 
it’ll depend on how we feel and act about 
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it around him. We’re grown. He’ll look 
to us.
KIRBY: We could ease it on him—tell it 
. . . like a fairy tale.
EDNA: Like a fairy tale?
KIRBY: Or like Santa Claus. Just fills 
the socks full and leaves.
EDNA: You look sick. Do you feel all 
right?
KIRBY: All right? I feel great. (He jumps 
up and moves around the sofa.)
pDNA: No. There’s something wrong. 
(She gets up and moves to the sofa.) 
Why don’t you sit here with me?
KIRBY: Sit down! I heard that once be­
fore.
EDNA: Kirby, don’t! Did Doc say some­
thing to you?
KIRBY: Say! I’m not to blame he said.
EDNA: Of course you aren’t. Don’t think 
that.
KIRBY: It’s not what I think. It’s what I 
feel.
EDNA: It could have happened to anyone.
KIRBY: But it happened to Dad and me. 
It tears everything apart.
EDNA: You couldn’t have been at fault. It 
was an accident.
KIRBY: Why?
EDNA: No one knows how accidents hap­
pen. They just do. I’m not a school 
teacher anymore. I don’t know the an­
swers. It’s not that simple.
KIRBY: I don’t know anyone anymore. (He
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stares at the empty chair.) Nothing’s 
what it seemed.
EDNA: What went wrong, Kirby?
KIRBY: Not telling him about Orange and 
. . . Did he tell you about my mother?
EDNA: Yes. John told me. He felt very 
lonely after she died.
KIRBY: Did he feel himself to blame for it? 
EDNA: He did at first. John was a moral 
man and felt he had it on his conscience.
KIRBY: That he worked her to death.
EDNA: He was used to work, Kirby, and 
didn’t know then.
KIRBY: When did he tell you?
EDNA: On the night he asked me to marry 
him.
KIRBY: (He turns away and walks to the 
window.) Why didn’t he tell me?
EDNA: You were young then. 
KIRBY: Like Johnnie.
EDNA: Yes, like Johnnie. Kirby, he made 
it up in lots of other ways, to you, to me.
KIRBY: Why did you marry him?
EDNA: I thought you knew. You played 
the cupid.
KIRBY: (Ironically) I know. But I was 
young.
EDNA: We both needed someone. He was 
lonely and I needed a home and a family.
KIRBY: You could have gotten someone 
else. Even Doc.
EDNA: John offered me more.
KIRBY: He wasn’t much of a bargain. 
EDNA: Don’t say that, Kirby. He was a 
good man because he made mistakes.
KIRBY: He lived them.
EDNA: He learned. We all make mistakes. 
KIRBY: You too?
EDNA: Yes.
KIRBY: (He turns from the window and 
looks directly at her.)
Edna, would you tell me something 
straight. (EDNA nods.)
Were you running around with Doc just 
when you married Dad? (EDNA flushes.) 
I heard that at school. I thought some­
one had made it up. I had to fight the 
kids that were saying it. All through 
school, I had to fight being called a 
papa’s boy or teacher’s pet. Sometimes 
I lost but mostly I won. But it didn’t 
matter, because I thought I was right 
then.
EDNA: You were right, Kirby. In what 
you believed, you were right.
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KIRBY: No. Nothing’s right now.
EDNA: You made him happy, and you 
brought him to me.
KIRBY: (Cynically) I brought you the 
farm. Or was it because he was a big 
man in the county?
EDNA: Kirby! You know better than that.
KIRBY: Did he know about Doc?
EDNA: (Reddening) No. I don’t think so. 
I didn’t tell him because I didn’t want 
to lose him. Later, it didn’t seem im­
portant.
KIRBY: The old man’s just like the son, and 
I can take the blame for bringing you 
together.
EDNA: No one’s had any regrets up to now. 
KIRBY: No one’s what they seem. They’re 
like gumbo—good and solid when it’s 
dry and when it rains, they’re mud and 
slick and you can’t believe in them any­
more.
EDNA: Everyone makes mistakes. It’s 
learning from them that makes a per­
son. John’s done a lot of good for this 
country. You can’t take that away from 
him.
KIRBY: He’s gumbo. He use to tell me 
of other things were worth fighting for. 
that truth and love and honor and a lot
EDNA: He was right.
KIRBY: Not any more. He was trying to 
be something he wasn’t. All the things 
he told me are shot full of holes. It’s not 
the same when the reasons aren’t right. 
Even the war doesn’t seem worth it.
EDNA: Kirby . . . (She senses that he is 
watching someone come up the path.) Is 
someone coming in?
KIRBY: It’s Alice. (They fall silent. After 
listening to a hesitant knock, KIRBY 
opens the door, and ALICE Connor, the 
neighbor, enters. She is well-developed 
15 year old daughter of their nearest 
and wears an open jacket and levis.)
ALICE: Hello, Kirby. Hello, Mrs. Brandt. 
I hate to bust in at a time like this but 
mamma’s worried that Timmy’s down 
with the whooping cough. If you could 
tell Doc, she sure’d be obliged.
EDNA: That’s all right, Alice. I’ll tell him.
ALICE: Is Mr. Brandt any better. (EDNA 
shakes her head.) I’m sorry about that. 
The family said to tell you that we all 
feel with you. He’s a fine man.
EDNA: Thank you, Alice.
ALICE: (Turning to Kirby) I hope this 
isn’t too bad with your leaving and all. 
I know your Dad will get better.
KIRBY: Thanks.
ALICE: Dan wanted to come over, but I 
came instead.
EDNA: (Smiling) Excuse me, Alice. I have 
to go in to John. I’ll give Doc your 
message.
ALICE: I hope Mr. Brandt is better. (EDNA 
goes into the bedroom.)
Will you be staying home for awhile. 
You’ll be needed here so Dan said he’d 
leave alone. You will stay, won’t you? 
Your Dad will need you.
KIRBY: No: I’m going.
ALICE: Then I’ll pray that it’ll be over soon 
and you’ll be back.
KIRBY: I won’t be coming back.
ALICE: You’re not supposed to think that.
KIRBY: It doesn’t matter what I think. Not 
to anyone. (He sits on the sofa.)
ALICE: It does to me. (Hopefully) I trust 
you, Kirby. You’ll come back. (KIRBY 
look silently and awkwardly at the floor.) 
Has anything happened since Sunday? 
About us, I mean.
KIRBY: No. Not about you.
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ALICE: I’ve been thinking about it all week. 
I want you to come back. (KIRBY doesn’t 
say anything and ALICE glances away 
from him.) I liked what we did. (KIRBY 
gets up from the sofa and walks a few 
steps away. ALICE follows him.) Kirby, 
you’ll come by our place before you leave, 
won’t you?
KIRBY: Yes.
ALICE: Will you stop and see me? 
KIRBY: (Reddening) Yes.
ALICE: Kirby, I’ve got to go now. Mamma’s 
worried and she’ll scalp me if I don’t get 
back right away. (ALICE goes to the 
door.)
I’m real sorry about your Dad . . . and 
I won’t forget. (ALICE goes out.)
(KIRBY watches her from the window. His 
embarrassment is replaced by a frown. 
His hands stuck in his back pockets, he 
looks from the bedroom door to the big 
chair beside him. As he stands there, 
the kitchen door opens and JOHNNIE is 
framed in the doorway. Without notic­
ing him, KIRBY walks to the table and 
sits in a chair, his back to the kitchen.) 
JOHNNIE: Kirby?
KIRBY: (Startled) You’re supposed to be 
in bed.
JOHNNIE: I know. But I couldn’t sleep.
KIRBY: You’d better not let Edna catch 
you down here.
JOHNNIE: I couldn’t. It’s dark and all 
alone up there. I heard funny noises 
too.
KIRBY: You were just dreaming them. 
There’s no noises.
JOHNNIE: I heard mamma an’ you an’ 
Alice when I was in the kitchen.
KIRBY: You’re not supposed to listen. 
JOHNNIE: I know.
KIRBY: (Getting up) Will you go back to 
bed now?





JOHNNIE: Can I go in, Kirby?
KIRBY: No. You’d better not.
JOHNNIE: Is he hurt bad?
KIRBY: Real bad. He’s dying, Johnnie. 
JOHNNIE: (Scared) Is he going away? 
KIRBY: So far we won’t see him again. 
JOHNNIE: (Tearfully) Is that Dad’s rope?
(He points to the lariat on the table.)
KIRBY: Yes. (He hands it to Johnnie.) 
You can get one of the hands to show 
you some tricks.
JOHNNIE: (He pushes it away.) No, Kirby. 
I don’t want it now. (Pause) Who’ll run 
the farm and take care of us?
KIRBY: Edna and Doc can look after it.
JOHNNIE: You will too, won’t you? You’re 
really coming back? After you go to war?
KIRBY: No. There isn’t any reason to 
come back. (He gets up and walks away 
from the table.) I just want to get away 
from here. I thought yesterday I was 
going to fight for something. Killing or 
getting killed is better than staying here. 
(He turns to Johnnie.) All the people 
that make home are gone. You can’t be­
lieve in what’s left.
JOHNNIE: (Advancing hesitantly) Me too, 
Kirby?
KIRBY: Everything’s sour. Even myself. 
We’re better off like Dad.
JOHNNIE: What’s it like being dead?
KIRBY: (Sarcastically) It’s a fairy tale like 
grown-ups are. Like they always tell 
you before you go to bed. Only you 
don’t see the storm clouds or the giants 
until too late. (He stops as he sees 
Johnnie trembling.) To hell with them! 
(He drops to one knee and holds John­
nie.) I’m not going to take it out on you, 
Johnnie. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.
(The bedroom door opens and EDNA enters.) 
EDNA: Johnnie. Kirby. What . . . (KIRBY 
glares up at her and carefully lifts John­
nie in his arms. He carrys him to Edna 
and goes into the bedroom. Gently.) 
What happened?
JOHNNIE: Kirby said that daddy was dy­
ing.
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JOHNNIE: He’s not coming back from the 
war.
EDNA: He doesn’t mean that.
JOHNNIE: He wants to die too. (Pause)
You won’t go will you? 
EDNA: No. I’ll be here with you. 
(She carries him out through the kitchen.
DOC comes out of the bedroom and looks 
around with an irritated expression on 
his face. Seeing the room empty, he 
takes a stethoscope from his pocket and 
puts it in the bag on the table. He goes 
into the kitchen and comes back out dry­
ing his hands with a towel. He lays the 
towel on the back of a chair and takes his 
bag from the table and sets it on the 
chair. EDNA comes out of the kitchen.) 
EDNA: Johnnie went right off to sleep. The
poor kid must have been awake most of 
the night. (Pause) Kirby upset him. 
I carried him up the stairs crying.
DOC: Kirby wasn’t far from throwing me 
out of the bedroom. Called me a bastard. 
EDNA: Oh, Frank. He doesn’t know who 
to strike at.
DOC: (Slightly ironically) I imagine he’ll 
get over it. He just ruptured my sense 
of medical dignity. I’m going over to 
Connor’s. I can’t be sure if this is a 
case or just another one of her scares. 
(Pause) I don’t have to tell you how I 
feel about John . . . and you.
EDNA: That was over a long time ago,
Frank, when I married John.
DOC: John was my friend. I respected it. 
EDNA: You talk as if he was gone.
DOC: We can’t hope. It’s the living that 
are important now.
EDNA: The dying have some respect. It’s 
not a patient in there for me. It’s John. 
DOC: He’d say it too. He learned his lesson. 
EDNA: You calculate too much. Sometimes
I think you didn’t really know him.
DOC: (To himself) Doi? (Pause) What will 
you do now?
EDNA: I’ll manage. I’ve little John to raise. 
And the farm to run until Kirby gets 
back ... if he comes back.
DOC: If he comes back? Don’t start worry­
ing about that.
EDNA: I can’t help it.
DOC: He can handle himself.
EDNA: It’s not that. I’ve a feeling he doesn’t 
want to come back.
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DOC: He’s confused and doesn’t know who 
to blame right now. It’ll settle by the 
time he leaves.
EDNA: It’s more than that, Frank. He’s 
given up. Johnnie said he wanted to die.
DOC: (Smiling) The Kirby who pushed me 
out of the bedroom wanted anything but 
that.
EDNA: What did you say to him out here?
DOC: I tried to tell him that John was 
human like the rest of us.
EDNA: You shouldn’t have. Not the way 
he worshiped his father.
DOC: He’s drawing top hand wages now, 
Edna. He can’t treat his father like an 
idol. Kirby has to live his own life, not 
John’s. And he has to realize that every­
thing’s not perfect.
(KIRBY slowly opens the bedroom door, 
and DOC and EDNA turn and see him 
standing in the door way.)
KIRBY: He’s gone now. I just turned the 
sheet over him.
(EDNA takes a deep breath and turns from 
the doorway.)
DOC: I’m sorry, Kirby.
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KIRBY: For what I said in there, Doc, I’m 
sorry too.
DOC: That’s all right.
KIRBY: But I’m not sorry for what I did.
(DOC looks at him a moment and then goes 
past him into the bedroom. KIRBY walks 
a few feet, and EDNA faces him.)
EDNA: (Accusingly) You didn’t have to 
take it out on Johnnie.
KIRBY: He’s young. He’ll forget it before 
long.
EDNA: Don’t hurt him. He thinks an awful 
lot of you.
(They fall silent. DOC comes from the bed­
room carrying his coat and picks up his 
black bag.)
DOC: I’m going over to the Connor’s. (To 
Kirby) If I don’t see you before you 
leave—good luck. I mean that. (KIRBY 
nods.) Edna, I’ll arrange everything in 
town.
EDNA: (Nodding) Good night, Frank.
(DOC goes out the front door.) 
Please don’t be bitter about your father, 
Kirby . . . and the rest of us.
KIRBY: I’m not bitter. I don’t feel any­
thing right now.
EDNA: He did some good things while he 
lived that people will remember. You 
can’t throw away everything that he’s 
done.
KIRBY: (He goes to the window.) I found 
out why he did then.
EDNA: (Almost angrily) The wonderful 
thing about John was that he found 
something to live by and did his best to 
stick to it. He knew he wasn’t perfect, 
or anybody else for that matter, but it 
didn’t make what he believed in any less 
right. You are young, Kirby. Too young 
to fill his place.
KIRBY: I don’t want his place, only mine 
and I have to find it myself.
EDNA: Running’s never a solution. Even 
I’ve learned that.







KIRBY: I don’t feel like running. I just 
feel free like I was a thousand miles 
away and looking down at everything. 
Dad tried his way. I have to go my 
own way. You know, I can remember 
right after we came here and the dry 
years. Not enough grain to cut even. 
We turned the cows loose on it to pick 
up what they could. We stuck. . . Dad 
stuck..
(There is a knock at the door.)
EDNA: Come in.
(The door opens and Jake, one of their hands, 
walks hesitantingly into the parlor. He 
glances between EDNA and KIRBY who 
has stepped back and sits on the edge of 
the big chair.)
JAKE: How’s Mr. Brandt, mamn?
EDNA: He passed away a few minutes ago. 
JAKE: I’m sorry, Mrs. Brandt, Kirby. All 
the boys were hoping . . . (He stops as 
if having said all he can.)
EDNA: Thank you, Jake. I appreciate 
what you all feel.
(JAKE stands silent, then starts to say 
something that he doesn’t quite know 
how to begin. He looks at Edna and 
Kirby.)
Yes, Jake. What were you going to say? 
JAKE: (He chooses Edna.) I don’t know 
how to say it, but Carter just rode in 
from the north pasture. There’s five sick 
cows up there. I thought I should tell 
you right away.
EDNA: (Turning to Kirby) Kirby?
KIRBY: (Jumping up) I’ll get my hat. (He 
goes into the kitchen.)
JAKE: (To Edna) I’m sorry about Mr. 
Brandt, mamn. (He goes out and Kirby 
re-enters.)
KIRBY: If you like, I can stay a couple of 
weeks to get the farm in shape for you.
EDNA: Whatever you think.
KIRBY: Jake’s a good hand. He’ll keep it 
running. (Pause) I should be back in a 
couple of hours. (He stops at the table 
and picks up the lariat.)
(KIRBY goes out. EDNA stands toward the 
bedroom as the curtain falls.)
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In this issue we are proud to include the 
winning entries of Venture’s First Annual 
Creative Writing Contest, a state-wide com­
petition for High School students interested 
in creative expression. The contest was open 
in three divisions: Fiction, Poetry, and Non­
fiction. However, we gave no prizes in the 
non-fiction group, because there were so few 
entries. We felt that there was not an ade­
quate representation in this division from 
which to make a judgement. In the other 
two categories, the winners appear here.
The generous response which we received 
from many High Schools throughout the 
state, and the quality of writing shown by 
those entering, have insured the success of 
our venture. We are sincerely grateful to 
those students and their English teachers for 
proving to us that Montana has a store of 
talented young people. We had based our 
contest on this belief.
It has been a pleasure to read and to criti­
cize the entries, and I hope that we have 
been adequate judges of their merits.
I feel sure that a good tradition has been 
































It was dawn when she came out of the 
shabby little house. She ran her slim fingers 
through her hair, which by now had become 
a matted cluster of black ringlets.
Dawn had brought the promise of another 
beautiful day in Melato. She paused for a 
brief moment, filling her lungs with the plea­
sant morning air and then softly crept back 
into the house. In a wooden cradle near the 
window was a baby sleeping, and his steady 
breathing was heard through the room.
She moved towards the cradle slowly, de­
liberately, as to avoid awakening the child. 
Kneeling by the cradle, her eyes focused on 
the small thin face before her, her thoughts 
wandered back to the previous weeks.
She really didn’t remember it clearly; it 
seemed an eternity ago. She had been a bit 
lonely when they were first married and she 
found it hard to keep herself busy in the 
small house. And then God had sent them 
their baby, a beautiful baby with soft grey 
eyes and dimpled cheeks. Oh, the three of 
them had been so very happy. Then an epi­
demic broke out in the village and they had 
called it the “devil”. Many had died and 
among them her husband. During the last 
few hours she watched as the warm blood of 
his body turned cold and his limbs became 
lifeless. She couldn’t help but think that this 
same man only a few days ago had raised her 
into his strong arms with gentle ease, never 
once faltering. Pressing his hand between 
her own, she met his firm grey eyes for the 
last time. It was truly a “devil,” a demon of 
evil, to have taken away her loved one and 
she hated the “devil” for it. And now the 
“devil” had struck her baby, sucking the very 
life from his tiny body.
The silence was broken by her own violent 
sobs and she fell to her knees weeping bit­
terly. Automatically she reached for two 
plates and then realizing what she had done 
fought hard to keep back the on-rush of tears.
Soon the sweet warm smell of corn cakes 
and coffee had drifted through the room. As 
she sat down to eat, her legs seemed to lose 
their strength. A stream of light flooded 
through the window, projecting fingerlike 
patterns across the floor. She sat there star­
ing at the light and then slowly began to eat 
for the first time in two days.
The noon heat made the room hot and 
sticky and the child began crying. She rose 
and lifted the child into her arms, pressing 
his warm body to her breasts. All day she 
held the baby in her arms, rocking him back 
and forth and humming softly.
She. became weak and the weight of the 
baby in her arms was heavier than usual. 
Her mind began wandering, fleeing from the 
room to times and places in her memory. She 
remembered how it used to be before the 
“devil” had come. She had loved life so 
dearly then. There had been the summer 
evenings when they would eat out in the yard. 
And the baby would crawl and play on the 
rich green grass. She and her husband would 
sit and talk of the day’s happenings. He 
would tell her of the news of the village and 
the new dresses in the shops. And she would 
tell him of the baby’s new teeth and the 
pretty new flowers in the garden. But now, 
she sat alone.
The sun hid behind clouds and the room 
became chilly. She reached for a blanket and 
wrapped it around the baby. A gentle drizzle 
of rain began to fall, making the room cold 
and damp. The water droplets on the win­
dow pane formed peculiar patterns on the 
walls. The agony of the lonely night was 
increased by the pain within her own body. 
She grew weaker and the crying of the child 
was constant.
Oh, she wanted someone near to her, to 
hold her and comfort her. And who would 
carry in the wood, the heavy wood, now that 





Ramon somehow knew that one day he 
would become great. I guess that’s why he 
only smiled and nodded his head when his 
teachers told him he had a genius for his 
work. That was lucky because to be a sculp­
tor one must either be genius or he is nothing.
Ramon also had a great deal of money and 
that was lucky, too, for one, even if he is 
genius, must have resources so he can spend 
his time on what he is doing and not worrying 
about eating.
And then there were tools. Ramon had the 
very best tools. They were given to him 
several years ago by an old friend of the 
family who also was a sculptor.
Yes, Ramon had everything to fulfill his 
ambition except one thing. Ramon had 
searched the world over and he could find 
no perfect, flawless substance with which he 
could carve the most beautiful statue on 
earth.
He plunged into utter dispair as the days 
passed, and still he could not find anything 
suitable. One evening as he dejectedly sat 
’ outside, idly watching the shadows at play, 
’ he thought how beautiful, and pure, and per- 
. feet they were. If only one could gather 
those shadows up into baskets and mold them 
into a solid and carve it into shape, how 
beautiful it would be.
Ramon yawned and then wished again that 
I the absence of light could be something 
tangible.
Ramon thought that now he had gathered 
enough shadows to begin the molding to­
gether of them. He locked himself into his 
I workshop for days and would not come out 
even to eat. For after all, what was the 
worth of bodily needs when one’s very soul 
was hungry with the need to work.
Gradually his creation began to take shape 
and form. When the rough form was es­
tablished, he came out very carefully and 
locked the door behind him. He rested and 
ate and then he went again to his workshop 
and began to refine the figure and make it 
more expressive of the beauty and feeling 
that comes when one is happy just to be alive.
The statue progressed rapidly as Ramon 
worked and it was soon completed. Ramon 
covered it and locked it once more in his 
workshop. Then he went to see his uncle 
who was a senator and asked him to see if 
he could obtain permission for the statue to 
be unveiled in the Library of Congress. Then 
he went home to his father, mother, and his 
three young sisters. Now was the time so 
Ramon said to his father, “Will you use your 
influence to get my statue unveiled and kept 
in the Library of Congress?”
Very much to his surprise his father an­
swered immediately, “Son, I will push it to 
the last inch.”
It took quite a while to get the permission 
that he needed so desperately, but at last 
the honor was granted him.
People had began to talk of his statue and 
everyone was curious to know what the 
shape of it was.
He had his good friend, Jim Nelson, go to 
New York, pick up the statue and proceed to 
Washington with it where it would be 
guarded in Ramon’s hotel suite.
’ Ramon and all his family traveled to Wash­
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ington. Ramon took his family to their rooms 
and then, as he was going to his own room 
he was summoned to the telephone.
It was his uncle calling who demanded, 
“You come over here right now and speak 
to these men.”
“Right now?” inquired Ramon.
“You heard me,” his uncle rumbled, “right 
now.”
It was a beautiful day so Ramon decided 
to walk but it was an unfortunate decision. 
His picture and story had been in the news­
paper and everyone stopped him to talk. 
Therefore his progress was rather slow and 
his uncle had said, “right now.”
He talked about the statue, then about his 
life, and then he could think of nothing else 
so he talked about his career. He became 
an animated walkie-talkie and senators with 
dignified white hair got up and yelled for 
more when finally he finished. He knew 
they were on his side and would like his 
statue regardless.
As Ramon left the Senate chambers a long 
black car purred to a stop in front of him 
and two men stepped out. One handed him 
a slip which he read and immediately he 
stepped into the car with the two men and 
drove away.
“So you’ve made the most beautiful statue 
on earth, eh?” asked the Chief Executive as 
Ramon entered his study.
“No sir,” replied Ramon, “I’ve only tried.”
They chatted pleasantly for a time and 
then Ramon left. Once more he started to 
his room.
The movers were there waiting outside. 
Blackness engulfed him as he entered the 
room and he wondered how it could be so 
dark in here when it was daylight outside. 
He groped for the statue and when he did 
not find it, he was about to call the police. 
Suddenly it dawned on him. The statue of 
shadows had disintigrated and was once more 
just shadows.
“Oh, what can I do?” thought Ramon in 
agony.
Suddenly he awoke with a start. He 
yawned, stretched and wondered how long 
he had slept, dreaming this horrid dream. 
Could his imagination really run so far and 
free in only a few minutes?
“How foolish I have been,” he thought, “I 
can never compete to make the most beauti­
ful form when God had endowed Nature so 
wonderfully well.”
That night he told his father, “Sir, I am 
going back to school. I will study to be a 
lawyer and I can always have sculpturing 
as a pastime.
The Devil
(Continued from page 26)
he was gone? And who would pay for the 
food? The child’s crying grew softer. Who 
would teach her child to shoot a gun or to 
carve a piece of wood?
She had to fight now to think straight and 
her mind was crowded with words and people 
and places. The garden needed weeding and 
she couldn’t go. Oh, would the baby ever 
stop crying! Gazing at the window she could 
see out into the night. Why wasn’t there a 
fire? He had always made the fire to keep 
them warm. And his pipe, why wasn’t the 
fragrant odor of tobacco in the room? She 
reached to her hair sweeping away the fallen 
strands. What was the matter with her? 
What was causing this sudden feeling of 
dizziness? The window before her began to 
fade and an exhausted sleep found her:
The small room once again became silent 
with the only sound the breathing of the 
mother and her baby. As the room grew 
lighter the breathing of both faltered and 
then stopped.
The dim dawn sent a streamer of light 
through the small window, falling on the 
body of a young woman. Two thin arms 
still encircled the tiny body of her child. 
Villagers found them thus.
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By ROBERTA REYNOLDS
The muscles ripple down 
his body.
His cruel black eyes
Lash out like hands
At the intricate seafan of 
crystals
Before him; mocking It.
A fierce glow of colors be­
yond
The spectrum, surrounding 
It, knit
His brow as they flow into
His eyes.
He rushes forward to crum­
ble the fan
But Cries
Slip from his throat




He sees his lusts below It 
Rushing swiftly at him 
Becoming greater than a 
hurricane




Like the sky before dawn 
But was sprinkled with 
flaming
Cinders
For him to float within for­
ever.
(A young, hand­
some dictator dies 
a few months after 
he conquers the 
world.)
(He has heard of 
God and fears that 
He will not be 
able to overcome 
Him.)
(Then he sees 
God and mocks 
His delicate 
beauty and trys to 
overcome Him.)
(He is shown his 
sins and is cast 
into hell.)
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By MARILYN K. JOHNSON
I kissed the end of a bent day 
and watched it drip into the river.
Each day has never known the horror of 
its end-----
that’s always left to me.
The clock ticks needlessly.
Night creeps restlessly through the house 
with his hungry face.
I know what he wants.
He wants to ripple through the city’s body— 
echo in stagnant garbage cans— 
and play with hollow-eyed slum women.
All I can do is push behind the face 
of the ticking clock 
and listen to him scream to get out.
CLICK!
The electric light cracks through the dark­
ness





Have you ever, on a clear and beautiful night, 
Looked into the sky at the stars and felt very, 
very small?
And you think and wonder why it is there 
And where it all ends.
If there is an ending, why doesn’t it go on?
Is there an ending to infinity?
Are there other worlds like ours,
And are there other beings like us?
If so, when will we meet them, and where? 
Will I meet them?
These words, Universe, Galaxy, and Infinity!
Can they mean anything to us
If we can’t feel space?
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Rebellion and Human 
Solidarity in Albert Camus
(Continued from page 7)
every act of rebellion is extended to 
something that transcends the indi­
vidual in so far as it withdraws him 
from his supposed solitude and pro­
vides him with a reason to act. But it 
is already worth noting that this con­
cept of values as pre-existent to any 
kind of action contradicts the purely 
historical philosophies, in which 
values are acquired (if they are ever 
acquired) after the action has been 
completed. Analysis of rebellion 
leads at least to the suspicion that, 
contrary to the postulates of contem­
porary thought, a human nature does 
exist, as the Greeks believed. Why 
rebel if there is nothing in oneself 
worth preserving? It is for the sake 
of everyone in the world that the 
slave asserts himself when he comes 
to the conclusion that a command has 
infringed on something in him which 
does not belong to him alone, but 
which is common ground where all 
men—even the man who insults and 
oppresses him—have a natural com­
munity”3
Camus would not have rebellion identified 
with resentment. It is more than the pur­
suit of a claim. The rebel is not seeking 
what he does not have but is defending what 
he is. He is fighting for his integrity.
If the value found in rebellion is a uni­
versal one as Camus believes, he will have 
to show that rebellion is not a purely egois­
tic act. He believes he can do so by pointing 
out that rebellion occurs in others than the 
oppressed. People rebel against social con­
ditions and lies that do not directly affect 
them. In addition, we often rebel against of­
fenses done to others which we ourselves 
would accept without rebelling. When we 
rebel, we take sides with others, identify 
ourselves with others, and thereby affirm 
human solidarity. “I rebel—therefore we 
exist.”4
The value Camus spoke of is not one that 
’Albert Camus, The Rebel, trans. Anthony Bower, 
Alfred A. Knopf, New York, 1954, p. 16.
‘Ibid., p. 22.
is imposed on rebellion from outside. It 
comes from rebellion itself. The solidarity 
of human existence is found in rebellion, and 
rebellion can only find its justification in 
this solidarity. Therefore, any rebellion that 
threatens to place this solidarity in danger 
loses the right to be called rebellion. This 
criterion of internal consistency, of faithful­
ness to aims, is the one that places the limits 
on rebellion. It tells us which rebellion is 
justifiable and which is not. No rebellion is 
valid if it promotes, even as a means to a 
“better” end, the suffering and inhumanity 
it is rebelling against. All attempts to ar­
rive at absolute liberty or justice have failed 
this test. These attempts aimed too high, 
and in failing lost everything they sought.
Camus’ answer to this problem is clear: 
admit to a relative freedom and justice, the 
kind that is found in the limits of true re­
bellion.
Camus’ transition from the world of the 
absurd to the world of rebellion calls for 
analysis. At first glance these worlds ap­
pear diametrically opposed, but this is not 
wholly true. We should remember that the 
absurd was only an experiment. Man is to 
be viewed in a new light as a result of this 
experiment. The passive estrangement of 
the absurd world is replaced with an active 
.involvement because of the value found. 
Camus himself makes it clear that there is 
a transition in his thinking between the two 
worlds. However, neither stage can be con­
sidered separate from the other. Even in his 
positive philosophy Camus holds to the basic 
tenets of the absurd. The rebel is still in 
a closed universe, and revolt has taught him 
nothing that absolutely negates the absurd. 
He only knows that through rebellion he 
can now create his own values.
Camus states that in rebelling the slave 
affirms the existence of a value which he is 
willing to support that is greater than life 
itself. This would mean that he is support­
ing a universal value, valid for all people. 
The position of this writer is that the rebel 
only affirms his own values, values that are 
personal and subjective. For example, I am 
willing to risk my life for a value that is of 
ultimate concern to me, but I am not willing 
to risk my life for a cause that is of exclusive 
concern to another. Also, if Camus is right, 
we are not merely affirming what in our 
(Continued on page 39)
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• The Hunter and the Hunted
(Continued from page 15)
Plunging steadily back to his cabin, he 
t crashed over dead fall and started rock slides 
| on steep slopes. Several times he grabbed 
■ dead branches and enjoyed the loud crack 
: they made when they broke. The mountains 
were no good anymore. It would have been 
easy to have blasted the hunter. Too easy, 
Roy thought.
Back at the shack, Roy wrapped his rifle 
carefully in a blanket and stuffed it inside 
the stove pipe. Next he placed his four 
books—the Old Testament, and collections of 
stories of Bret Harte, Jack London and Mark 
Twain—in the water bucket and hung them 
to a rafter by a wire away from the pack 
rats. Then he jacked the old truck up on 
blocks and took his heavy black mackinaw 
and walked down the trail to town. He 
would get some sandwiches at the depot and 
wait for a freight going east into Montana.
The next day at noon, by the sun, the freight 
came through Three Forks and entered the 
Gallatin Valley. Roy sat in the doorway of 
the boxcar and looked out across the valley 
to the river and the Horseshoe Hills beyond. 
He traced the line of low, barren hills until 
his eyes rested upon Bald Mountain. The 
mountain served as a land mark and he fol­
lowed the two canyons that sprung from it, 
winding their ways among the low mounds 
of hills to the edge of the valley where they 
gradually shallowed, widened and fused with 
the flatness of the river bottom. At the 
mouth of the nearest canyon, nearly four 
miles away, he made out a small cluster of 
unpainted buildings that blended perfectly 
with the dull, slate-colored knolls surround­
ing them.
The buildings would pass unnoticed by a 
stranger unless they were painted. He didn’t 
know they were that bad and he would get 
some paint, and paint them. That’s the first 
thing he would do. You should be able to 
spot a fella’s ranch from the road. If the 
boys had any ambition they’d already be 
painted. Uncapping one of the bottles of 
Mint Springs, he took a short drink. The 
bottle was nearly empty, so he drained it 
and pitched it out the open door. It hit and 
bounced down the bank where it broke 
against a rock.
The stubble of the dryland grain fields was 
a faded yellow but there was no snow in the 
valley yet. It was not a bad place to live; 
the farms were close together and he had al­
ways liked it that way. Anyway, it was 
better than the mountains with no game in 
them. Anything would beat that.
Roy heaved himself up, buttoned his mack­
inaw tightly and waited for the train to slow 
down on the grade. Then he leaped from the 
doorway of the car. Landing on his feet, he 
slid, doubled and rolled down the embank­
ment into the ditch. While he was still lying 
still, a little dizzy, he felt his inside pocke.t 
The bottle was safe.
His mackinaw was too warm for walking 
so he hunched out of it and then took a long 
drink. He hadn’t intended to drink on his 
way home, but the temptation was too great 
to resist. Edna was always hard to face 
even if you had a good excuse. And five 
years was a long time. Besides, he’d have to 
hide the bottle soon and then sneak around 
for it. It was good to drink in the open and 
not have to worry about who saw you. The 
pleasant burning in his throat was like 
scratching an insatiable itch. Taking a deep 
breath, he crawled through the fence and 
struck out across the field in the general di­
rection of the river bridge. He leaned slightly 
forward as he took his long strides; his gait 
was not hurried but steady and peristent 
like a farm animal going to water.
He would have the same old arguments 
to contend with, all except the rent. The 
farm was paid for now. Edna would crucify 
him for running away, call him a “bar tramp” 
and a “no good loafer.” But he could promise 
to “give up drink and take hold on the farm” 
and she would simmer down like she always 
did. Or he could grab her and hold her 
tightly like he once had until she quit scream­
ing and crying and struggling, finally yield­
ing. But that was ten years ago, or was it 
fifteen. He couldn’t remember.
He crossed the bridge and entered the 
seven acres of irrigated land that lay below 
the ditch and under a small rise that con­
cealed it from the buildings and the majority 
of the McAllister farm, which was dryland. 
The rusty claw hammer kinks in the wires 
and the loose posts told him that the boys 
had let the fences run down. The alfalfa was 
too thin and should have been plowed up and 
reseeded. The only part of the seven acre 
patch that was productive was the acre of 
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garden in the middle. Roy could see Edna 
carrying manure from the barn in a bucket 
to fertilize it. The garden was always more 
important to her than the grain or the live­
stock. Except the pigs, he half smiled, re­
membering the time she’d fattened out three 
hogs by hauling garbage from the cafe in 
West End with a wagon. He’d only been gone 
a year that time; the revenue men had given 
up since they couldn’t find the still. All they 
got was the sugar at the depot, Roy laughed, 
and that wasn’t paid for.
Moving on toward the house along the lane 
now, he went over again in his mind what 
he would say to her. He really intended to 
stay for good this time. At least he wouldn’t 
have to lie about that. Before he had always 
known he would leave again, but that time 
was passed. He unconsciously slipped his 
hand into his pocket and felt the whiskey. 
Then he stopped and returned to the bush, in­
stantly sure of himself. Closing his eyes so 
as not to see the whiskey spilled out on the 
ground, he smashed the bottle against a rock. 
This time he wouldn’t need to lie about that 
either. He could say he’d given it up for 
good and this was proof of it. He’d never 
done that before and it made him feel good, 
even confident. But the car tracks in the 
dust on the road bothered him. They were 
heavy knobby tread and there was no car up 
at the ranch that he could see.
There was someone chopping wood, who 
stopped now and then to look in his direc­
tion. As he drew nearer the steady chopping 
of the axe on the log was audible, then it 
ceased and the figure strode down from the 
woodpile to the yard to meet Roy. A flock 
of chickens split a wide channel for him, 
waited until he’d passed, and then closed in 
behind him. Roy recognized the figure to 
be Tommy, the youngest boy. He’d grown a 
lot in five years and he was hardly a boy 
now. But he couldn’t be more than twelve 
or thirteen, Roy thought.
Both figures moved toward the yard gate. 
The yard fence was dilapidated and stuck full 
of sticks and hunks of wood to hold it up. 
Roy frowned at the negligence and looked on 
past it to the old granary. It was ready to 
collapse downhill; there was no plaster be­
tween the logs and the roof sagged in the 
middle. It would have to be torn down. It 
was not safe. The privy door was hanging by 
one hinge, half open.
Roy flipped his mackinaw to his other arm 
and started to go through the yard gate when 
Tommy spoke to him.
“Hello.” Tommy had stopped, reserved, a 
few paces from the gate.
It was more of a question than a greeting. 
His overalls were held up by one strap and 
he stood erect with his hands down to his 
sides, not in his pockets. A tire patch on one 
of his scuffed brown shoes was no longer 
serving its purpose. His hair was long and 
bushy. The freckles that were thick around 
his nose once were hardly noticeable now. 
If he recognized his father he made no sign 
of it.
“I’m your father, Tommy,” Roy watched the 
boy closely for any change of expression.
“Oh, what do you want?” The reply came 
too fast and Tommy shifted slightly, em­
barrassed.
“I don’t want anything, son. I’m home. 
That’s all. Where are your brothers?” Roy 
frowned down at the boy.
“They’re gone.”
“Oh,” Roy said, “and you’re running things 
now. Is that it?”
‘Yes.” Tommy shifted again.
“Why ain’t you in school?”
“Geraldine’s in school. I go once in awhile. 
I have to be here.” It wasn’t either an apol­
ogy or a brag and Tommy looked hard at his 
father while he spoke.
A chicken hawk swooped down among the 
chickens from the hill back of the barn and 
pinned one to the ground. The chickens 
scattered for cover and Tommy bolted to the 
corner of the yard, swinging the 20 gauge 
to his shoulder.
Roy leaned on the gate post and watched 
the hawk bat out over the pig pens, leaving 
the chicken. Tommy swung around with the 
hawk and squeezed off. The report rocked 
the boy but he held the gun tightly. The 
hawk flopped down into a pig pen. Three 
pigs rose slowly from the sides of the pen, 
grunting. Then they merged on the hawk 
and ripped and tossed it about silently.
“We been bothered with hawks lately,” 
Tommy said over his shoulder. He didn’t 
seem proud of the shot.
Roy watched him break the gun open, blow 
the smoke out of the barrel and then reload 
it. The boys must have taught him to shoot 
like that. He remembered the hours he’d 
spent with them showing them how to lead 
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a bird on the wing.
“That’s pretty good shootin’. Who taught 
ya how?”
“Nobody. I gist learned after the boys 
left. You gotta get them hawks or they think 
you can’t. I better go look after that chicken. 
Maybe have to butcher it.” Tommy walked 
away around the corner of the granary, busi­
ness-like.
Roy frowned and looked around, noticing 
again the knobby tire tracks. The yard was 
full of holes where the hens dusted and the 
banking boards around the house were 
warped and falling away. They were only 
partly full of dried, chunky dirt. The boards 
on the house were so dry and cracked it 
would be a waste to paint them. He won­
dered why Edna hadn’t burst out of the house 
when the shot was fired. She had changed. 
Roy pushed away from the gate thinking it 
would be easy with Edna this time. He could 
have brought his bottle with him. But he 
was still glad he’d broken it. That Tommy 
was a touchy little bugger though. Some­
thing would have to be done about him.
Just inside the kitchen door he stopped 
without hanging the mackinaw back in the 
corner over the guns as he usually did. 
There was something wrong with the house. 
Edna wasn’t stamping around enraged or 
making accusations; she was seated in a 
straight backed chair in the front room, half 
turned away from the kitchen, mending the 
knee of a pair of bib-overalls. She didn’t 
look up when he entered.
Roy ran his hand over the bowl of the old 
DeLavall separator and noticed the dried 
cream in the hole around the oil cup. The 
separator hadn’t been taken apart that morn­
ing and maybe not even the day before. That 
was no way to handle equipment. There 
were hard knobs of dirt on the floor by the 
door and by the stove, and the corners of the 
floor were cluttered with fruit jars and 
crocks; some of the jars were half full of 
moldy water. The curtains had come down 
and there were none of the familiar trim­
mings that he remembered. He sniffed 
around like an old hound in a new neigh­
borhood trying to determine if there was 
anything worthwile here. In the act of hook­
ing his coat on the nail, Edna spoke.
“Don’t hang your coat up.”
His arms were still outstretched and he 
tipped forward off balance with the coat still 
in his hand. Her voice had none of the old 
pitch or emotion; it was hollow and dry. 
Taking one careful step, he planted himself 
in the front room holding the mackinaw 
awkwardly. Out of the corners of his eyes 
he saw that the room was heaped up like the 
kitchen, but he was watching Edna now. 
The shape the house was in no longer seemed 
important.
“I don’t drink anymore, Edna. I’m through. 
You can believe that.” Roy made an awk­
ward gesture toward the lane then dropped 
his hand.
“That doesn’t matter anymore. You don’t 
have a place here. We don’t want you. Take 
what you want and leave.” She continued 
sewing without looking up, but her voice was 
clear, coming from deep within her like words 
out of a cave.
Roy tensed, looking at Edna not believing 
what he saw. She was still young looking 
but her face had lost the girlish look it had 
always had; her lower jaw and lips were set, 
making the hollow under the lower lip deeper 
and shadowy. A slight hollow in each cheek 
low down made her look incapable of smiling. 
The print dress was an old one he remem­
bered, but it was filled out more now, bulg­
ing slightly at the hips. The dress was soiled 
and torn at the hem and her hair, a solid 
brown, was stringy. She would still be 
pretty if she fixed herself up. Roy remem­
bered when she had worked all day in the 
garden and her dress would still be spotless 
and her hair done up neatly. She had al­
ways worn long brown stockings but now her 
legs were bare.
“But you need me now. I’ve got an old 
truck, some axes, a rifle. I’ll get them and 
we’ll ...” he stopped in mid sentence as 
the hollow voice started again.
“We don’t need you or your possessions. 
Now get out before Geraldine comes home 
from school. I don’t want her to see you.”
“Where did the boys go?” Roy said, de­
fensively, remembering. They should have 
stayed and looked after the place he expected 
them to.
“They’ve gone to the Army. It doesn’t 
matter.” Her fingers drew the needle 
through the overalls faster now but she was 
still sitting stocially erect.
“Yeah, things have been bad. But they’ll 
be changed now.” He started to drape his 
coat on the back of a chair over some old 
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clothes.
“Keep your coat.” She looked at him for 
the first time. Her eyes flashed bitterly and 
held him.
He froze and then gradually straightened 
up like a recruit at a parade.
“You don’t know how things have been. 
How would you, sneaking off in the night for 
your drink and bar crowds?” There was a 
faint trace of the old fire in her words now. 
“There had to be money in the house. Did 
you send as much as a penny? No. Geral­
dine has to have school things like other girls. 
There were doctor bills. I provided the only 
way I could.” It was not like a confession, 
only a slow bitter telling of the facts. She 
stared straight at Roy all the time she spoke, 
holding her needle suspended. He looked 
down not able to meet her eyes.
“I can explain, Edna.” He held his coat 
clumsily like a dead puppy.
Edna shoved herself up with some of the 
old spring that Roy had always known in 
her and slammed her fist down on the table 
hard. The veins on the back of her clenched 
fist bulged out.
“You don’t need to explain anything to me. 
It’s done now. Do you hear me? Done. Get 
out!”
Roy did not move.
If you’re not out of here in five minutes 
I’ll kill you.” The words came from far 
down in her throat, slow and light, hardly 
more than a whisper.
“I’m staying,” Roy stammered, stubbornly, 
thinking about the cabin in the mountains. 
Edna was only being foolish. She would get 
over it.
She moved around him and disappeared 
into the kitchen without a word.
Numb and bewildered, Roy pushed on into 
the bedroom. He was only vaguely aware of 
what had passed between them but fully 
aware of his own helplessness to say anything 
about it. Her words, ‘it’s done now,’ haunted 
him. What did she mean? Nothing was ever 
done like that for him. He never thought in 
an absolute way about anything. There were 
things you did and things you didn’t do, but 
the wrong things got done in spite of you 
sometimes. It never made a hell of a lot of 
difference so far as he could see one way or 
the other. Only one thing was definite and 
that was that he didn’t want to leave. Edna 
had never been this way before and he was 
afraid of her, but he would get over that. 
Edna was more like the woman in Homer’s 
store he sometimes stayed with when he was 
in town drinking. But she wasn’t quite like 
her either she only looked like her now. It 
was the something more that he couldn’t 
quite understand.
He stood in the center of the room looking 
around at the stacks of boxes, old clothes, and 
the trunk. The only clean thing in the room 
was the bed and it had a new, bright yellow, 
spread over it. That was odd. An open Bible 
lay face down on a stool by the bed. Tramp­
ing over some old Grit papers, he picked it 
up in his big hands. It was opened to Chapter 
five of Matthew and several lines were un­
derlined with a blunt pencil. Roy’s lips 
moved slowly, pausing over each word, as he 
read along the faded print; ‘You shall not 
commit adultery . . . Whoever divorces his 
wife, let him give her a certificate of divorce 
. . . everyone who divorces his wife . . . . 
makes her an adulteress.’
Reading along and puzzling over the pas­
sages, the one word “adultery” hung in his 
mind like a suspended weight. Was this 
what she meant by “providing”? Then he 
remembered the tire tracks. Well, suppose 
she had slept with some oily bastard for 
clothes and medicine for the kids. He’d 
get even with him; he’d kick the hell out of 
him and that would be the end of that. Then 
he was immediately aware that he was not 
alone in the room. He was being watched. 
Laying the Bible down carefully as he had 
found it, he swung around like a cornered 
animal.
Edna was framed in the doorway, her face 
drawn and very white. The shot gun was 
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“Leave or I’ll kill you, and if you ever come 
back I’ll kill you.” Her voice, not more than 
a whisper, penetrated every corner of the 
bedroom like a sudden gust of wind.
“It’s okay, Edna. Hell it ain’t that impor­
tant. Put the gun down. Don’t be foolish.” 
Roy took two cautious steps forward and 
froze.
Edna had not moved. There was only the 
awful cocking of the hammer.
“Don’t. I’ll go Edna.” He held one hand 
out, pleading. He knew the shot gun and 
you could never trust the hammer on it.
She stepped back out of the doorway.
Roy felt foolish tip-toeing around her and 
he stopped to look at her. Her eyes were 
like two pieces of charcoal stuck into a snow­
man. There was only a slight movement of 
the barrel of the gun toward the door. He 
moved gingerly through the kitchen, like the 
floor was lined with live coals, and closed 
the door quietly and firmly behind him. In 
the yard his breath came deeper and more 
freely. Not until he had crossed two fields 
and reached the dirt road did he slow his pace 
to a steady walk.
A faint smile flickered over his face and 
then he draped his mackinaw over his shoul­
der. It was foolish of him to have expected 
Edna to have changed just as it was foolish 
to have gone up to the spring that morning. 
He had known it was all over. Edna was the 
same, but she had fooled him for awhile. She 
was right about there being no place for him 
though; there had never been a place for 
him. Christ! who could live with a crazy 
woman. Maybe that was what was wrong 
with her. She’d always been crazy. It was 
just like the mountains; there was no place 
for him there either with the game gone. The 
mountains were full of crazy dudes running
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all over the place where there wasn’t even 
any game. Probably the spring would even 
dry up now that there was nothing to tramp 
around in it. But it didn’t matter anymore. 
It was all clear now, a relief. First, he would 
spend what money he had in town tonight. 
It was stupid to have smashed the bottle on 
the rock.
He’d been plodding across fields with his 
head down and now he found himself in front 
of a ditch lined with heavy willows on both 
sides. Rather than go out of his way a quar­
ter of a mile to get to a crossing, he plunged 
on through, angry at not having watched his 
directions more closely. He increased his 
pace now. He needed a drink, several of 
them. That’d make him feel better. It’d be 
good to bash some guy too.
Early in the morning he crawled into a 
boxcar; his knuckles were skinned up, his 
lips bloody, and his face had a big gravel 
scratch along one cheek. As the train lurched 
and slammed into motion like a great brown 
whip, Roy drank a toast to Bozeman. The 
Bozeman boys were tougher’n they used to 
be. In the good old days he’d of cleaned the 
joint out single handed. But they’d remem­
ber him just the same, especially the talker 
he’d called a liar to start it off. When you 
wanted a good fight it was always better if 
you could find some justification for it; some 
guy that deserved it that you could get to 
before they got to you. A guy can always 
tell the difference between talkin’ and lyin’. 
It wasn’t nothing you could explain in words, 
but a guy always knows. Like that phony 
standing there nodding and waving and blink­
ing expecting him to believe all that smooth 
talk junk. He wasn’t just braggin’ a little, 
he was lyin’. That was the difference. A 
talker didn’t expect a guy to believe him. But 
that bastard did and he deserved what he got.
Roy rubbed his knuckles and felt his cheek. 
They both burned good so he threw his head 
back and laughed. It was all funny and 
nothing mattered. It was a fine feeling and 
he curled up in the corner of the car and 
slept.
Just before dawn he lurched out of a deep 
alcoholic dream and sat bolt upright shout­
ing.
“Awright! Awright! Awright!” Fumbling 
for a bottle, he lifted a quick drink, rinsed 
with it, gagged, and took another. In his
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dreams he’d seen the hunter at the spring 
and tried to kill him but his gun had jammed, 
then his finger had cramped on the trigger 
and he couldn’t pull it. After that Edna 
floated in, drifted away, and appeared again 
standing over him like a white rock, between 
him and the spring. It would have been all 
right if she’d only said something instead of 
just looking at him the way she had from the 
doorway of the bedroom. It made him shrink 
away and feel trapped with no visible enemy 
to battle with, only himself roaming back and 
forth, swaying with the car, like a caged 
animal. Trapped, and not knowing why or 
by what, only knowing all the gun barrels 
pointed at him, driving him into a corner and 
not giving him a means of escape; forcing him 
to combat an unknown enemy, naked, with­
out a defense. He didn’t try to sleep any­
more.
Late in the afternoon, going through the 
snow covered peaks into Idaho, he huddled 
in his big coat in a corner of the boxcar and 
drank steadily. The whiskey was good, but 
the dream he’d had still haunted him. Edna 
was there in the back of his mind fixing on 
him her deadly impersonal gaze like a vul­
ture.
It was very dark when Roy got to his cabin.
It had been difficult staying on the road 
coming up the canyon but he had plunged on i 
determined. He went about his work care­
fully. First he set his last remaining bottle; 
on the table, where it remained untouched 
like a friend. The deer hide outside the shack 
was frozen and he brought it in and layed- 
it by the stove, building a big fire. Then he! 
got an old set of antlers and rigged a wire- 
chin strap on them. Before he went to sleep, 
he cleaned his rifle, taking it apart and oil-' 
ing and polishing every piece. Carefully, as 
if cleaning his own gun would make what 
was to happen tomorrow unlike the dream 
he’d had in the boxcar. Everyone ought to 
clean their rifles often, he thought. Then 
they would never jam or misfire. He hung 
it on the wall over the table above the 
whiskey. He wouldn’t need it anymore. 
Standing looking down at the bottle without 
touching it, he knew he would not need that 
anymore either.
Roy got up on the table and reached a book 
out of the pail. It was the Mark Twain one 
and he opened it to the middle of a story and 
began reading the words. It was warm and 
comfortable in the cabin from the fire. Soon 
he would sleep and tomorrow he would go 
hunting.
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Rebellion and Human Solidarity 
in Albert Camus
(Continued from page 32) 
opinion should be a value, but we are finding 
one. He states that the value does not exist 
while we are in states of despair, but only 
comes into being when one acts. Yet he 
says that the value is pre-existent to our 
action and causes our action. Is this not a 
contradiction? And too, where is the line 
between acting and not acting? Does not 
silence in some cases constitute acting, or 
is the same as acting? It appears to this 
writer that what is posited in rebellion as a 
universal value is only personal choice.
Camus holds that value is pre-existent to 
action, yet he has already said that value only 
arises in rebellion. If no one rebelled there 
would be no value. Then how can values 
pre-exist? For Camus, the fact that man 
rebels indicates that there is some part of 
him that is worth preserving, and this means 
that there might be a human nature. But if 
man rebels only for himself this would not be 
the case. It might be that Camus could give 
a strong argument for the existence of a 
human nature, but he gives us too little in­
formation here to make a decision.
Camus tries hard to show that rebellion is 
not an egoistic act. I agree with him that 
man sometimes rebels against what is harm­
ing another but not himself. Camus interprets 
this as meaning that the rebel is identifying 
himself with the oppressed. But this can 
also be understood as egoism on the part of 
the rebel. It could mean that the rebel is 
acting only because others expect him to be­
cause of prevailing social mores. It could 
also mean that he is acting only because he 
egotistically likes the active involvement of 
revolt. Putting an end to the oppression gives 
him the chance to show off his strength to 
both the oppressed and the oppressor. In 
both instances he would have no real concern 
for the other’s welfare.
Camus admits that the value found in re­
bellion is a relative one, for people of dif­
ferent civilizations and times have different 
ideas of rebellion. He also admits that re­
bellion assumes a precise meaning only 
within the confines of Western thought. It 
can exist only where a theoretical equality 
hides an actual inequality. This means that 
the problem is relative to the epoch. He can 
only say that this is the value for this time, 
but another time will call for another value. 
To say that a value is a relative to the times 
is to cast grave doubts on its ability to por­
tray an essential dimension of man.
“I rebel—therefore we exist.” This is an 
interesting statement. We have seen that 
Camus maintains that the individual, in re­
belling, transcends himself and in doing so 
affirms the solidarity of all mankind. The 
individual escapes solipsism by meaning for 
all mankind what he means for himself. Re­
volt is to human experience what the Cogito 
is to thought—man must revolt in order to be.
Camus’ statement is an attempt to estab­
lish a solidarity that I favor, but I am afraid 
that I must say that this attempt is a failure. 
It should be pointed out that the failure of 
this statement to establish human solidarity 
undermines Camus’ whole philosophy of re­
bellion. If my criticism is valid, and I think 
I can show that it is, Camus will have to 
admit that the values coming from rebellion 
are only personal and are not universal as he 
would like to believe. If these values are 
valid only on a personal basis, Camus’ whole 
social philosophy is without justification.
I will assume that the individual must re­
volt in order to find value that is meaningful 
to him. In other words he must rebel in order 
to be an individual. By being free to act, 
the individual can find his own values, or 
rather can establish his own values by acting. 
I have already pointed out that it is not at 
all clear that what the individual wills he 
wills for all humanity. But even if rebellion 
is egoistic, the individual can establish his 
own values by acting. But if rebellion is 
egoistic, it does not establish human soli­
darity. We can only say, “I rebel therefore 
I exist and I have found my personal values”.
Camus’ failure in establishing solidarity 
comes from the fact that there is no logical 
connection between the “I rebel” and the we 
exist”. This is the case even if we assume 
that one does attempt to act for all humanity. 
To mean to act for all humanity means that I 
would like all humanity to act in the way I 
am acting. I am if I act. Others are if they 
act. But my acting does not constitute our 
acting, for how can I act for others? Solidar­
ity can exist but it can not come from the 
action of any one individual. It could take 
place if a group of individuals rebelled against 
a common oppression and all were aware of 
the rebellion of the others. These men would
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be rebelling and by Camus’ criterion would 
be, and the solidarity would come from their 
awareness of togetherness in revolt. But
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this solidarity is the result of a communal 
rebellion and awareness and not of the re­
bellion of any one individual. Contrary to 
what Camus believes, one person alone can­
not establish solidarity.
But perhaps Camus did not intend the 
statement “I rebel therefore we exist” to be 
analyzed logically. The paragraph preceding 
this statement from The Rebel explains what 
I assume is to be taken as its meaning. It de­
clares that when I suffer and rebel I assume 
that others suffer and rebel also, and that 
this signifies that all mankind exists together 
in a common predicament. I agree that man- 
kind exists together in a common predica­
ment, but deny that it can be shown as the 
result of the rebellion of an individual. 
Camus’ failure comes from his trying to get 
“we exist” as a valid conclusion. It may be 
that no attempt to get this conclusion can be 
successful. Some thinkers, Sartre and Hei­
degger for example, get around the problem 
by taking the “we exist” as a premise and 
not as a conclusion. At any rate, Camus’ 
statement “I rebel therefore we exist” is an 
invalid one. As a result, his values are only 
personal and are not applicable to all man­
kind.
While I doubt the validity of Camus’ uni­
versal values, I cannot doubt that they are 
meaningful to man in the twentieth century. 
If we desire to preserve his values regardless 
of how he arrives at them, we had best listen 
to what he has to say. While at times his 
arguments show an amazing logical clarity 
and coherence, he generally speaks as much 
to the heart as to the intellect. This was the 
case when he tried to find a moral meaning 
for all mankind, and he failed in the eyes 
of the critical philosopher. But he does not 
claim to be a philosopher and I do not intend 
to try to make him one. I consider him an 
artist and moral essayist. As such, he de­
serves a position among the best.
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"Bright, clean f lavor... pure, 
snow-white filter...thats WINSTON 
says “When it comes to
my Winstons, I go right along with the majority,” 
says the famous ‘photographer’ star of The Bob 
Cummings Show on NBC. “It’s America’s favorite 
filter cigarette - and mine!” To a rich, bright blend 
of prized tobaccos, Winston adds its own specially de­
signed, pure white filter. The result is an unusually 
clean, fresh taste—the Winston taste! You’ll like it, too!
— — ——— R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., WINSTON-SALEM, N.C.
^moke WIN STOW Americas best-selling, best-tastina filter ciaaretb
